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Make your
gift Camels.
America’s favorite
cigarette is sure to
please. The gay gift
package below contains
four boxes of the popular flat fifties. No
other wrapping
needed.

Another
Camel way to say
““Merry Christmas’’—
the famous Camel carton (10 packs of 20’s).
Hours of Camel’s mild,
flavorful smoking pleasure. All ready to
give—with place
for name.

CAMELS
There’s an added pleasure in giving Camels

* at Christmas. You know your gift will be so
genuinely welcome. More smokers prefer Camels
than any other cigarette. And that preference holds
for men in the Army, the Navy, the Marines, and
the Coast Guard, too! So remember those lads in

uniform ... remember a// the cigarette smokers on
your list... with the cigarette of costlier tobaccos
— Camels. Your choice of the package of four flat
fifties or the popular Camel carton.

You’re
proud to present
pipe-smokers with
this big one-pound tin
of mild, rich-tasting
Prince Albert Smoking
Tobacco. Magnificent
in its Christmas jacket... just right in

PRINCE ALBERT
# If he smokes a pipe, a big, long-lasting pound

" of cool-burning Prince Albert spells smoking
pleasure ’way into the New Year...at camp, on
ship, at home. Prince Albert is choice tobacco, “nobite” treated for mildness and “crimp cut.” It’s the
National Joy Smoke. There’s no other tobacco like
it. Your local dealer has two handsome Prince
Albert “specials”...the pound tin (above) or the

special glass humidor jar. (The humidor itself makes
a handsome gift!) Get yours today.
R. J. Reynolds Tobacco Company, Winston-Salem, N. C.
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Incident In Touteville
@ By Paut CHERRIER
In Touteville four men are night watchmen
at a big plant where defense work is done.
They discuss the war, and the housing situation and then something happens in Touteville and that is the incident in the story. A
good Christmas story.

to build mosquito boats for the Navy. The old plant
was overhauled and expanded, workers began coming
into town, and even a housing project had to be

started for the new workers.

But just when everything was almost ready, a fire
had razed the boat factory at Ferryville, fifty miles up
the river, and all its contracts went to Touteville. The

I: was nearly midnight. The slashing wind that all
afternoon had piled high drifts against the sheds
and lumber piles of the Touteville Marine Manufacturers was no longer blowing, and large soft snowflakes idled down from the December sky over the
town. Only the crack of river ice broke the silence.
There remained hardly a trace of the day’s feverish
activity, for every track was blotted out, and the
trampled, dirty snow hada fresh layer of clean white.

little town woke up to find its population growing
daily, with the skilled workers transferring from the
Ferryville plant, the carpenters, masons and ordinary
workmen for the new building all looking for homes
for themselves and their families. Housing had become
an acute problem; the project was pushed at top speed.
The four in the shanty were discussing the situation
as they usually did during the long nights.

In the shanty huddled against the south wall of the
central shed, four men in heavy coats and boots were

“It’s more business than Touteville ever saw before,”
declared old Bill McWilliams for the sixth time. “I
never saw sO many strangers in town before in ten

bunched around the cheery warmth of a pot-bellied

years.”

little iron stove. Two of them were about middle age,
one was a decade or so younger, the fourth, seemingly
hunched over on his orange-crate seat more than the
others, could have been almost any age, judging from
his looks. They were the night watchmen of the factory yards, but tonight they were going out only one
or two at a time, to tramp through the alleys between
the sheds to make sure everything was right, and then
hurrying back to the stove and the light of the smoky
oil lamp.
It was the first time there had ever been that many
watchmen at the factory, even when the business had
been booming before the depression and the shutdown. But then, things had changed quite a bit in
the little town of Touteville lately, ever since this new

defense production came to town. It all began when
they decided to open the old Marine Manufacturers

“There ain’t never been so many people here before
anytime, ’cordin’ to what the paper said yesterday,” put
in Harry Kohl, the youngest of the group. “This war
ain’t doing us much harm. We got jobs now, an’ soon’s

the new plant opens up, we'll have better.”
Bill jerked his head at this, and frowned. “I’ve been
hearin’ thata lot lately, an’ you know, I’ve been thinkin’ about it a bit, too.” He hesitated sheepishly, as if
expecting to be laughed at, then leaned toward Harry.
“Ya know, I was in the other war... I handled a
machine-gun, an’ I saw a bit of action in spots.” Another hesitation, as if awaiting comment. Harry kept
staring at the stove door, and the other two looked at
Bill in silence. He was obviously trying to find words

for something. “Well, anyway, I can’t see much sense
in all this war stuff that’s goin’ on all over.”
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“Heck, Bill, there’s nothin’ so funny about it,” an-

swered Harry. “It’s jus’ this guy Hitler that wants to
boss everybody, and shoot everybody he don’t like,
an’ we got to help beat him, and keep him away from
the U. S. The papers tell ya all about it.”
“Yeah, I know, I’m an old thick-head. But . . . all

the bullets an’ other junk we send overseas—that
don’t kill Hitler. It kills lots of ordinary people like
you an’ me, people that don’t know what the whole
mess is about.”

Bill turned as if half-afraid. Pete Carnick was a
cripple, lame and hunchbacked. Tea years ago he had
been caught under a load of lumber dropped from an
overhead carriage in the yards. The factory owners
had continued to employ him for little odd jobs around
the plant since then as a sort of pension. He kept much
to himself, spoke little. The other men left him alone
—perhaps they were a bit suspicious of him.
“You sound pretty sure of it, Pete,” Bill said.
“T am certain of it,” Pete answered in a tone of

perfect security.
“They're all Nazis, same as Hitler.”
The conversation lagged a while, then Harry pulled
“T can’t see that. They’re just like you an’ me, or
like”—Bill swiveled his gaze to the muffled figure on
his right—“well . . . like Heinie here.”
Heinie Staufenbiehl took his pipe from his mouth.
“Yah, dot iss right. I haf two brudders in Germany.
Like me . . . Hans und der little Rupprecht. Dey are
not bad. Dey do not want to shoot people . . . And
my little sister Anna,—I wonder if she iss yet well. So
long I do not hear from her.” He retreated behind a
puff of smoke, mumbling something in German.
Bill looked at the floor, then continued, “I can’t see

why people like you an’ me, or Englishmen, or Frenchmen jus’ like us have to go murderin’ people like
Heinie’s brothers. What’ve we got to fight about?”

“Can’t help that, Bill, that’s what you got to do in
a war,” Harry replied.
“War!” The word was a growl. “War. . . Listen,
Harry, I was behind a machine-gun last war. I saw
those poor fellas floppin’ dead in front of me, an’ I
can tell you it’s not a nice thing to think about . .
That’s war for you. An’ besides . . . ”, he leaned forward, tense. The others stared at him. Bill was generally so quiet and easy-going, “ .. . and besides, that
stuff they do now—bomb everbody-—women an’ children—everybody, babies an’ all. ‘That’s not even war.
That’s just plain murder!” Bill caught Harry’s puzzled
stare. He relaxed, scratched his head. “Maybe I’m just
too dumb, only I can’t see any sense in the whole
mess. Sometimes I think to myself maybe God forgot
the world or somethin’, an’ let us get into what we’ve
got now . . . only I know that’s not right. Couldn’t be.

out his watch. “Guess it’s about time for me to make
the rounds.”

Bill stood up with him. “Think I'll go with you out
to the scrap pile and pick up some wood for the fire.”
Heinie stood up and stretched, then followed them

out of the door. Pete shuffled after him. Outside it had
stopped snowing. Black shadows of the sheds patterned

the snow. Only a few cold star points shone in the
heavy black of the sky. In silence the four walked toward the scrap pile about twenty feet away. Bill
stopped there, threw off some boards from the top, and
loaded his arms, his face still set in a questioning
frown. Just as he straightened up with his load, Harry
pointed over the pile to a light about a block away.
“That light’s from Reilly’s house, isn’t it?” he
asked. ““What’s he doing up at this time of the night?
Somebody sick there or something?”
“That’s not Reilly’s house . . . looks to me like it
was from his garage,” Bill answered as he shifted his
position. “But what’s he doing in his garage now? ...
Say, wait a minute. I think maybe I know. There’s a
family living in there now.”
“Living in the garage? How come?” Harry squinted
at the flickering gleam.
“Well,” Bill responded as he jostled his load to a
better position, “you know how crowded things are
now all over Touteville, with none of the houses on

the project finished yet. This couple pulled in rather
late yesterday, an’ couldn’t find any place to stay. All

But it’s kinda hard to keep from thinking sometimes.”

the decent houses were filled as much as the people

The hunched figure on the orange crate in the

want them to be, an’ the poor people couldn’t have
gone to one of those sleeping places they’ve tossed up

corner stirred. “No, God couldn’t forget the world.

for the men workers. They didn’t look like they could

He'll do something about it.”

afford the prices the hotel is asking now, either.”
(continued on page sixteen)
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Christmas is a time of peace, the peace that
the Christ Child brought into the world. If
we would preserve this peace of Christmas
in our souls this article will help us to do it.
The writer illustrates his own article.

\N

66

ARANATHA JESU, Come, Lord Jesus!”
Often did this cry ring out in the catacombs of the early Christians, who sought, as we are
seeking now, the coming of the Christ. It was not His

coming as the humble Child at Bethlehem that they
looked for, that coming for which the Jews had longed
during four centuries and more with their prophet,
Isaias, who had prophesied, “Behold a virgin shall be

with child and bring forth a son, and they shall call
his name Emmanuel.” They knew of that coming,
when Christ had descended to earth as a victim, had

lived in privations, had died in sorrows—that they
might live. At that very moment they could say with
Saint Paul, “We preach Christ crucified!”
No, it was not the coming of a Christ who would
die for them for which they longed. It was the Christ
of the Last Judgment, a Christ who would revenge
Himself on His enemies and theirs. It was for the last
coming of Christ that they looked, a coming in power
and majesty, a coming that would bring to them the
blessed vision of peace that He had promised to those
that would be faithful to Him.

doors to Mary and Joseph, who heard not the angels
announcing to the world the good news, “Peace on
earth to men of good will!” But there were men, too,
who did love His coming, who heard the good news

of Christ’s peace, and who pledged themselves to
spread that good news to all the world, to preach the
Gospel of Christ. The Apostles did spread the good
news, working under the leadership of Mary, their
Queen and their Mother.

But Christ has not come for the last time, as the

Judge of men. Instead He has come and has stayed
with us, as our friend, as a dweller within our souls,

bringing with Him a share in that vision of peace, a
share in that glory that awaits us at the end of our
earthly journey, bringing to us the marvelous gift of
grace. And this second coming, as the first at Bethlehem, has been through Mary. It was Mary who brought
Christ into the world nineteen centuries ago; it is
Mary who brings Him today into the souls of the members of His Mystical Body. By nature Mary is the
Mother of Christ; by supernature, by grace, she is our

But after many centuries of the peace of Christ
there came a time when some men would no longer
hear the good news, would no longer listen to the
Chief of Christ’s Apostles, His representative on earth.
There came a time when these men threw off their
allegiance to the Father of Christians and sought their
own wills, far from the peace of Christ. And these
men have driven themselves farther and farther since
that ill-fated day. They have driven Christ from their
thoughts and from their souls, they have denied that
God exists. They have thrown themselves and the

Mother, too.

world into a war of death and destruction, to show

There were, when Christ came first into the world,
men who loved not His coming, who closed their

would bring to them.

their hatred for Christ and for the peace that He
(Continued on page sixteen)
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seek And Ye Shall Find
@ By Witiiam WILDER
The story of a man who worked and suffered and searched. A man whom you may
have seen slouched on the pavement of your
own city streets.
|

HERE he sat, a weazened, stooped, old man

studying the passers-by. ‘There he had been
sitting for twenty-one years now, just waiting, watching; watching the world stream by. Every lad who
passed he scrutinized. And every lad disappointed him.
Tomorrow would be Christmas again, and every year
he had asked the good God as a special gift, to lead
him to his boy.

“There goes another young man,” he thought, “just
like my boy. That’s the way I’d want him to be.” But
by that time the lad had hurried past and disappeared
into a crowd of restless Christmas shoppers, pushing
and shoving into a Forest Park bus. “It’s a long time
ago,” he muttered, “since I was one of those crowding young men. But I won’t crowd any longer. I
haven’t crowded these twenty years and more.”

Then he was silent. Reaching over to take the dime
for one of his Jumbo Pretzels that he sold on the corner of Eighth and Pine, he touched the cold wooden
stump of his leg. It set his mind wondering again. It
did so often of late. No, he wouldn’t rush any more,
for ever since that fateful dawn in France, he had

had to hobble, slow and easy. But there was always
memory, and now the past would haunt him like a
ghastly wound.
As his weary sight began to dim, and as the sound
of the gushing subway grew fainter and fainter, the

purr of motors and the bustle of crowds died slowly
away. His mind had stopped its wonderings. There
was another scene. Ah, it was clearer now; just twentyfive years ago on the bloody fields of France. Oh God,
how he remembered! The thirst was terrible! The cold!
But there he lay, bathed in his own warm blood, half

smothered beneath shrapnel and clay.
*

*

x

Yes, there he was, jammed in a muddy shell hole,

dazed. What had happened? He didn’t know; he was
just there, shivering, and freezing, and aching. He
tried to think—but what was the use; thoughts
couldn’t overcome that pain. That—that—oh, what
was it crushing his leg?
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Suddenly above the thunder of cannon came the
chilling scream of a shell overhead. He caught his
breath and stiffened with fear. Within a split second
came an explosion that nearly shook him apart. In his
hole he was safe from flying fragments, but he saw
in an instant that he had company. Flung into the pit
against the opposite wall was a young German lad—
legless—battered—dead.
Oh God! Could he stand any more of this? And
yet he had to stand it—for Ann and his boy!
Then he felt, or saw, or smelled (he knew not
which), a heavy greenish-yellow bulge rolling toward
him. “Gas,” he screamed, while tearing at his throat.

He heard himself gasping, “Jesus, Mary, Joseph, help
me!” That was all.
*

x

x

Hours later, or was it days (yet it really made no
difference), he awoke, rested and calm. The night

was so silent, the ceiling so starred that he almost
liked it there. His pain was gone, and so was his leg,
but he didn’t know that yet. He looked for a big star
in the sky; he knew it should be there, for it was

Christmas, or was it? Yet he found no blazing wonder. Where was it, and where was he?
It was so warm; there was something on his chest,

but it wasn’t wet like clay. He peered about. Wasn’t
he in a hole? No? Where then? He reached out and
touched something next to him. A groan! Then all
was silent. What was this place? This time he groaned
and felt a loving hand upon his brow. “Ann,” he
murmured, “Ann, it’s you!” The gentle fingers of Sister Merita tucked in the loosened blankets and bade
him sleep. Hardly had she spoken, than a kind providence cast a deep slumber upon his weary frame.
a

x

*

Then as a lightning flash the scene changed. He
heard the shouts of triumph, the sound of heroes re-

turning gloriously from the war. There, Ann and his
boy would meet him when the boat had docked. He
could hear the music and see the jostling crowd, but
where was Ann? Where was his boy? The rejoicing
became exhilarating. But it wasn’t for him; nothing

was for him but to search—search—search. ‘That was
it! He was home at last; now he could find Ann and
his boy. How would they look? Oh, how glad he would

be to see them! But God had planned otherwise.
Ann’s words to him in her last letter, “Remember

my leg? Did they think I was dead? Oh God, where
God, where is he now! And where is Ann!! They were
gone when I came home from war. Did they know of

my leg? Did they think I was dead? Oh, God, where
are they now? It’s Christmas, lead me to them, won’t
You!”

Two big tears had struggled through his tightly
closed lids. They were the tears of a man, a strong
man, too. ‘Tears of one who had fought a manly battle
for years, and was now to receive his crown. He didn’t
dream any more. His mind was free. His soul was
free. ‘I'he good God had looked upon his life, and had
seen that it was good, so he granted that one request
so long desired, and called him into a better life with
Ann and his boy.

ol

A CHRISTMAS VISION
As I sit idly moving my faltering fingers
Over the sallow keys of the organ,
I seem to be guided byaspirit.
In great frenzy,
I strike a chord of vision.

The atmosphere pales . ..
I float into a far-off world ...

Snow is softly falling—
Covering the ground with a million crystal stars.
I can hear chimes faintly carrying a message
Across a white-robed valley.
To soft strains of an organ

Simple, country folk drift into a white-framed Church.
Reverently they offer praises to their Lord
And a vested choir joins in the sweet refrain.
A kindly rector tells the people
Of a Babe born long ago
Under the light of a bright Eastern star,
And how this Babe was sent

To save the world from sin and chaos.
They have heard the story many times,
But tonight it is engulfed
In a strange yet simple meaning.
They devoutly pray
For a re-incarnation of the world ...
The organ sounds one great triumphant chord
Filling their souls with happiness.. .
From the skies a screaming bomb is hurled,
And bits of shrapnel now spatter the crystal stars . ..
—CeEtia HIMEs.
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The O’Flahertys
@ By Emreen McCartuy
Read this story and you will love Sheila
when she comes down stairs on Christmas
morning to get all her presents. But she is
not the only one of the O’Flahertys that
you will meet. This story will put you in
the right mood for Christmas.
Rexiscence: may be for the old. If that
is so today I am ready for my lavender and
old lace. I keep asking myself why my mind reverts
to a happening in no way historic, except to prove
that I shall have no peace until I savour every quirk
of my little story, so if you will bear with me I'll go
over it again.
It is not an unusual story. You have probably known
of a case or two something like it. How to relate it,
I don’t quite know. I guess I had better begin at the
time when Pat O’Flaherty came down with appendicitis. No, maybe I should tell something about the
O’Flahertys first. You see I just don’t know much
about how to tell a story.
Well, anyway, the O’Flahertys were a proud and
defiant Irish family. Proud that they had no money,
and what they had now they were entitled to because
they had earned it, every penny. Proud too because
they had family. No shanty Irish in them, although
they had known meager days. They were nearly all of
them smart and sharp and witty. And, as I said before, proud, that is, all but Pat.

Pat was the black sheep. He wouldn’t go to school,
had practically no education and didn’t much care
about it. Life to him was fun and a game. When he
had money he spent it and not too wisely. ‘The neigh-

bors knew that he was fond of the bottle.
One morning after one of Pat’s sprees he showed
up at the house and he had a girl with him. “My
wife,” he said a little nervously and the O’Flahertys
were expected to make the best of it. But they
couldn’t and a week later Pat and the little baggage
he had married moved out. When one of the more intrepid neighbors would ask about Pat the only answer they got was, “We haven’t seen him.” And that

was that and it went on for six years.
The next news we had was that Pat had appendicitis and was dying. So the O’Flahertys went, lock,
stock and barrel to the hospital and tried to move the
poor beleaguered Pat from his dingy room into the
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finest. But he’d have none of it. With a vehement

“No” he rolled over and passed away.
Yes, he passed away and it seemed that the girl
that he married just up and left too. She left and
forgot to take with her a five-year-old Sheila. What
could they do? She was an O’Flakerty so she came
to live in the immaculate old house which they called
home. I often wondered why they called it home.
‘The few times that I had occasion to go over there I
half expected to be asked to take my shoes off first
and to set on a newspaper. But I digress. Remember,
I told you that I do not know how to tell a story.
Well, a little ragamuffin Sheila with lots of dirt,
tousled black hair, and shiny blue green eyes emerged
the next day to sit on the front porch, as a scrubbed
and gleaming replica of her former self. Bewildered
looking, yes, and morose, too, though the poor tyke
knew the meaning of. neither word. We were pretty
curious about the whole business but I cannot say
that it did us much good. The little one was kept
mighty close and did not get much chance to be out
unless she was under surveillance. They must have
fed her well because she began to fill out. She was
certainly subjected to more soap and water than she
had ever known, I’m sure. In spite of it all she stayed
lonely looking. You know the way a child gets. She
can have everything but a little love and you can
tell it’s missing by an almost casual glance.
Now Christmas was coming and I kept thinking to
myself, “What about that poor Sheila over there with
those hard proud people. What is going to happen to
her at such a time when people should have only
charity and the desire of giving in their hearts?” And
I'd find myself buying things for ker. You know, like
she was my own. What was I going to do with them?
To tell the truth, I didn’t know. Anyway I wrapped
them up as pretty as you please and marked them all
over with stickers that said, ““I’o Sheila from Santa
Claus.” I had a good time doing it, too.

The atternoon of Christmas Eve I summoned all
my courage and went over and knocked at the back
door and asked the maid to let me see the high and
mighty and unapproachable Mrs. O'Flaherty. “Keep
the little one away,” I told her.
Mrs. O’Flaherty came and I excused and apologized
all over myself for bringing the presents but asked
her to put them under the Christmas tree for Sheila,
knowing all the time that they never had a Christmas
tree. It might harm that fancy rug of theirs. After I
blurted my little speech out I turned without waiting
for the begrudging thanks I knew would be forthcoming and walked away with that stifflegged gait just
this side of running. I felt better, though. Relieved,
somehow.
Early next morning (I always go to first Mass on
Christmas) as I was going by that house I sawa light
go on. Sure I was curious, even snoopy. I tiptoed upon
the porch and peeped in the window.
So help me, if I had not seen it I would not have

believed it. I saw a little figure coining slowly down

the steps, and such a look came over that face. It was

disbelief and amazement and surprise and joy, all
rolled into one. And no wonder either, for there was

a most beautiful tree with a lovely benign Infant
Jesus smiling from his little crib underneath it and a
pile of presents, the like of which | have never seen,
spread all around.
With a squeal of delight she was at them, her tiny
fingers picking up first a doll, then a suitcase, then a
stove. Oh, all those things that children want and
never get at the same time. I was so interested I
didn’t notice for a moment the white-robed figure
in the background. It was old Mrs. O’Flaherty with
her white braids hanging and not a sign ofa slipper
on her feet. I heard Sheila turn and heard her plaintive cry, “Grandmother! Oh Grandmother!” Nothing
else could I hear for her little head was buried in the

front of that white dress which hcused a heart that
had suddenly seen light.
You see, I told you it was not much of a story, but

there it is and I feel better for the telling. What do I
call it to myself? Why, “Anda little child shall lead
them.”

wt

Tom Wilson
@By Jack QuaTMAN

In this story Tom and Dorothy are mattied but cross currents enter their life and
cause trouble. War and Christmas and an
air raid are mixed in a way that will hold

your interest.

Two miles from the battle front there stood the
ruins of an ancient cattle barn. It had no roof nor
windows and the door was the absence of one of the

four walls. There was one wall still standing and only
half of the other two. On what cnce was a feeding
trough was laid a huge plank serving as an altar. On
the earthen floor soldiers, a few Russian, but mostly

as LAD in swaddling clothes, He was laid in

a manger.” Spirit was high throughout
America. Children were dreaming of dear old Santa,
while the elders were at Mass professing their faith
in the Christ who came on earth to save all mankind.
Across the deep and troubled waters, reflecting the
midnight glow, and hiding in its bosom, tragedies of
war and disaster along the shores of England and in

British reinforcements, kneeled pouring their hearts
out to the Savior of the world.
Kneeling a short distance from the last row of soldiers, was a second lieutenant of the English army, an

American volunteer. His eyes were looking past the
low, snowy clouds, past the full moon to the throne
of God, begging Him to give him back the one he
loved, or allow him to go where she was.

its interior, there were children dreaming of Santa,

too. These children hoped that St. Nick would brave
the air currents and come down their chimneys—if
they still had one. Across that narrow channel soldiers’ goose steps prevented children from sleeping.
In Russia children lay awake crying for the arms of

He remembered back in America when they had
met; a few years that seemed like centuries. She was
just a junior in high school then, and he was two years
out of agricultural school. Tom Wilson was a simple
Southern farmer who loved horses and she was the

their mothers and the reassuring presence of their

daughter of a wealthy tobacco magnate who loved

fathers. The elders were at the front fighting the in-

horses, too. Together they would ride in the evenings.
She would refuse dates with the young blue bloods

vader.
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for a canter with him over the country roads. Her
father heard about it and ordered her to stop seeing
Tom, for he was below her class but this only caused
them to see each other more often. Some years later
they went away and were married.
Married life went on for Tom and Dorothy rather
pleasantly for a while, but Dorothy’s family disowned
her and public opinion was scandalized, and the folks
said that Tom had stolen the only debutante of the
family. With all this pressure from without the ways
of Tom and Dorothy’s married life became disturbed
and ended sadly enough in a separation. She went
back to her family that now accepted her, and Tom
went as far away as he could. He joined the British
infantry in Canada. His four years of reserve training
while in school merited him a lieutenant’s rating. He
was shipped to Russia.

All of this and too much more passed through Tom
Wilson’s mind as he knelt there before that rude
altar.
“You look so well in tweeds,” she had told him

that night they were married. “You will sit before
your huge fireplace and smoke your pipe with me in
your arms. Together we will plan our future.”
“Dear Lord,” he prayed. “Why can’t we have that
life together?”

for God’s strength and protection. The planes came
into view, thirteen black spots growing larger every
second. The priest’s voice rose, and the congregation
was listening. The planes broke through the beam of
moonlight, casting a shadow of death on the church.
Bombs screached and the priest yelled “Down!”
The congregation fell on their faces. Hell broke
loose around that throng. The one wall collapsed,
screams rang out and deafening explosions drowned
out the sound of plane motors, diving to destroy.
Ten minutes later it stopped sooner than it had
started. Bleeding, the priest pulled himself to his feet.
Looking out over his people, his shaky legs wanted to
give out. Many were blown to bits. Most of them
were lying there moaning and crying. The few that
came out as fortunate as Tom and the priest were
already on their feet helping their friends. Back by
the door a lone soldier was lying on his back as if
asleep. Down the highway, towards the church he
saw three Red Cross ambulances coming at full speed.
“Thanks be to God,” he prayed.
Suddenly the ambulance pulled up to the door and
nurses and doctors jumped out. Taking in the situation at a glance, they started to work, fast, mechanically, and efficiently. The priest was scurrying here and
there praying over the dying and comforting the
wounded. In back of the church a young nurse was

kneeling beside Tom.
The congregation was singing, each in his own
tongue, but all the same hymn. Tom didn’t notice the
test. He was lost in prayer. He didn’t notice that the
voices were going flat, since there was no organ or
piano. The hymn died out and the priest turned to
the congregation. His voice was scft and consoling,
gradually growing louder, but Tom did not hear him.
Out of the night came the low drone of airplanes.
The priest’s voice rose and the drone grew louder. The
drone grew still louder and the priest was almost
screaming, pleading, and coaxing his people to ask

“T’ve found you, I’ve found you!” she cried.
The shattered ruins were silhouetted against a dim,
gray dawn, that gradually grew brighter on the battle
field’s horizon. With the wounded laid comfortable,

the dead removed and the congregation listened to the
sermon. ‘l’om with his head resting in Dorothy’s lap
knew that his prayer was answered. The aged priest’s
face was filled with happiness as he closed the sermon.
“Clad in swaddling clothes, He was laid in a manger.”

ate
THE FIRST CHRISTMAS CAROL
Mary the Queen and Mother fair,
Sang the first soft Christmas air,
Breathed a carol the Christ-Child heard,

Whispered a hymn to God’s own Word.

Down the ages carollers caught
Strains from that song the Spirit taught
To a maiden Mother who lulied her child,

Soothing His sleep with lips undefiled.
—Martrin McMurtrey.
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The Eternal
Christmas
© By Paut MAHLE
Shades of Dickens! Scrooge writes a book
about ghosts but in his work he encounters
a spirit that brings him to the realization of
the true meaning of Christmas. Quite original is this story.
S crooce limped back into his rough bivouac
with a forlorn sigh, “What a night! One potato
couldn’t have caused all that.” He vowed if he lived
till morning, and if he weren’t dead already—that he
would write a book on “How to Meet Ghosts and
Influence Spirits.” Scrooge guessed he was an authority on ghosts; hadn’t he seen every category from the
hooting-hollering chain pulling variety to that transparent kind which floated right through doors? ‘This
book ought to be a best seller and Scrooge would
clear thirty per cent on royalties. (Still the same old
Scrooge
—grasping, grabbing, cheating, clenching,
clutching old sinner).
Scrooge groaned. No more ghosts were due; they
had lately been as regular as the stage between London
and Reading. Scrooge had turned over so many new
leaves this night that even the lean watchdog at the
office wouldn’t have known him.
As Scrooge dozed, he was thinking of the preface
to his masterpiece on the spirit world. “ . . . Ghosts
come uninvited . . . no use locking the door. They
don’t sit and many don’t have anything to sit on...
Ghosts are great moralizers. Handle them with care...
No! Shake your fist in their face if they have one —
they’re all humbug still . . . they're all...”

CeSeeoeeee

“Fear not, Ebeneezer, for I bring you good tidings
of great joy,” said the angel. (Scrooge didn’t know
why he thought his visitor was an angel. He had never
seen an angel and until quite recently had entertained
little hope of ever doing so.)
“For this day,” continued the heavenly spirit, “is
reborn in London a Saviour who is Christ the Lord.
And this shall be a sign unto you. You shall find the
Infant in the slums and hovels of London.”
From his submerged position Scrooge poked his

periscope out from the covers, and left slip that “the
only people he knew in the slums were those who

couldn’t pay their rent!”
‘The angel frowned. (Do angels frown? Scrooge belheved they did—more material for his book.)
“The Ghost of what Christmas are you?” asked
Scrooge trying to be agreeable. “Did Marley send you,
too? I’ve had the pleasure of meeting three of your
relatives already.”
“I am the Spirit of the Eternal Christmas,” answered the spirit. “I am the Angel of Peace to Men
of Good Will.”
With this the angel beckoned to Scrooge to come
to the window. Calm and peace reigned. Even the
snow storm with its howling winds had subsided and
the stars shown brilliantly. In the sky Scrooge saw
one star more brilliant than the rest, and as he gazed
on it, heard the most beautiful singing, “Glory Be to
God in the highest, and on earth peace to men of

Scrooge awoke with a start; his room suddenly
beamed with a brilliant light.

Good Will.”

“Another one!” groaned Scrooge as he dived under
the torn quilt. “Why can’t I keep my mouth shut!”
The bed was in sympathetic vibration with Scrooge’s
body. The coming of this spirit was so unexpected and
sudden that Scrooge forgot all about his fist-shaking
theory. This spirit was not only off schedule, it wasn’t
even due.

stared, a lone stable built against a barren hillside appeared over the slums.

Scrooge was about to suggest that his guest had the
wrong number when the beautiful strains of “Silent
Night, Holy Night, All Is Calm, All Is Bright,” floated
through the window, under the blankets, and finally

into Scrooge’s ear. Scrooge remembered that melody

from childhood, and this soothing carol quieted the
violent oscillations of the bed.

Scrooge stood looking towards the slums. As he

Without knowing he had left the room, Scrooge
found that the angel and he were approaching the
stable. Light streamed down from the star above,
illuminating the interior of this lowly abode. At the
entrance the angel knelt in profound adoration, so
Scrooge also dropped on his knees. A soft smile covered Scrooge’s face, and peace and joy flowed through
his veins as he gazed upon the heavenly Babe, lying
upon straw in a manger. Beside the Child knelt His
Mother, the most beautiful Mother Scrooge had ever
seen.
This was the Eternal Christmas!
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“Nine Out Of Ten...”
I take my special acid proof pen in hand, dip into a
handy bottle of vitriol, and essay a reply to Anonymous
(incidentally, the word is out, the truth is known, in

other words, we know who) whose incognito innuendoes in last month’s Exponent set a new high in
something or other.
Anyway, I'd like to say I enjoyed Miss Anon’s article.
Very cleverly written, it did a neat and amusing job of
ripping the male students up and down the back. I
liked it, I repeat, until I read the last paragraph which
narrowed down everything that had been said to apply
to campus students alone. There, [ said to myself, I

drawa line. It’s good to ridicule and satirize people in
general, as long as you don’t get too mean about it,
but when you narrow the field down to one group
without a good reason, that, my friends, is something

to write an article in the Exponent about.
After reading all the slurs on the character of
campus students my inner self said to me, “Take
exception to these statements, Jonesy. Show this
woman. Are we men or are we mice?” So nibbling a
piece of cheese, I take my stand: U. D. campus students do not want and are not in need of coed champions like unto our self-appointed, bashful young
defender.
Perhaps, I say to myself, this young female has a sad
case of sour grapes but my better judgment warns me
not to bring that into the argument, since that means
getting down to personalities, (and I do mean down!)
and when you get down to personalities, anything can
happen, like calling names and saying, quote, “They
can’t help it that they’re such droops,” unquote. So I
guess I’ll have to let her motive out of it, that is, if
she had one, though it is hard for your correspondent
to see how a single U. D. coed could scrape enough
brains together to hatch up a motive.

beauty varies inversely with intelligence in young
women was disproved today when a group of scientists
after careful studies announced that the average coed
at the University of Dayton, O., kad no higher level
of intelligence than the average coed at any other
college in the United States.” Figuie that one out!
One thing about the women is that they don’t have
to be consistent. Their war cry has usually been: “Why
don’t U. D. men date U. D. girls?” Under their breath
they said, “Don’t answer that question.” But now the
spokesman for We . . . The Women deplores the fact
that some of the skirt-clad students have to accept
dates with the “droops” who make up the population
of the halls.
Then there are those “lucky girls who came with
town fellows.” ‘They are lucky says Anon, because
town fellows never, never talk about intelligent subjects, town fellows rival Fred Astaire in the Terpischorean art, and town fellows can stay out late at
night. Maybe she forgot to mention that campus
students don’t have cars to take a date out in and
they must of necessity ride street cars, and of course
they always sit while the girls stand and get off after
she does.
I wouldn’t want to be the one to say it, but if any
kicking is to be done by anyone regarding those of the
opposite sex, it is my well-considered opinion that it is
We ... The Campus Students who have a gripe
coming.
Looks like the party is gettinga little rough, doesn’t
it? So let’s all go home. I really don’t suppose that our
champion meant any great harm. She was probably
harassed by Bro. ‘Tom Price saying, “When are you
going to write something for the Exponent?” So she
just turned out something that she didn’t mean at all.

After all her pitiful attempt wasn’t so bad . . . What
And along that line I came across a clipping the

am I saying?!!!

other day which should throw light on something. It

reads as follows: “New York, Nov.—The theory that
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—JACK JONES.

Letters To The Editor
Dear Hank,

times; and she probably shares that opinion wholeheartedly. Unless you’re asked to trade, or some
crasher cuts in, you're stuck for the evening at the
usual U. D. dance. Why not give the cut-in idea a
chance to improve the situation?

I have a lot of opinions on U. D. dances that I’d
like to get off my chest, once and for all!
First of all, there used to be an institution around

here known as the “two-bit” dance. It has now disappeared and its place is taken by juke dances with a
thirty-five cent admission charge. [, for one, protest
the relegation of the quarter dance to the past. I think
admission to the informal dances should be just twentyfive cents. It’s not a question of the ten cents difference, but it seems that the dances are being run, not

for the enjoyment of the students, but to fill the
treasuries of some of the campus organizations. A
reasonable profit is all right, but when an extra ten
cents is tacked on for more profit, the selfish spirit of
the sponsors is to be criticised. The practice of charging
as much as the traffic will bear and capitalizing on the
social instincts of the student body should cease.
As to our big dances, they should stand on their
own feet. There shouldn’t be ali this running of
raffles, and saving of tax stamps, and the other working
and scraping to pay the expenses. If the orchestra that
is engaged for a big dance will not draw enough attendance at a sufficient admission to pay its own way,a less
expensive orchestra should be engaged and admission
prices scaled so that the dance will pay. Make the
orchestra work for its money, rather than have the
students work to pay the orchestra. The ideal dance
should just break even on expenses; let’s not go in for
profiteering on the two-bit dances or go over our heads
on the big affairs.
And let’s eliminate this business of crashing. Sure,
I’ve crashed at U. D. dances, so have lots of guys, but
it should be stopped. The remedy—sell stag bids at
half or two-thirds of the admission price. This idea,
while radical here, is practiced on most college
campuses throughout the country.
Stag bids would insure a stag line composed of those
who felt that the dance was worth a price of admission,
rather than of a bunch of wolves who sneaked past the
ticket-taker. With this idea must go the practice of a
number of cut-in-dances. About half of the total
number should be announced as cut-in dances by the
orchestra leader. No girl shines better than when a
large, aggressive stag line is working the cut-in dances.
Other dances—the first, last, before intermission and
after, and several others—should be announced as no-

breaks, to give the guy who drags an even chance.
Most of us fellows, when we go to a dance, take

out some girl we like to be with, but I think we'll
all agree that it’s nice to get away from her some-

And a final word—let’s have some more of the swell

conga line that had its origin at Homecoming.
Cordially,
Dance REFORMER.

ate
Affiliate With The Council
Representative government may be dying in Europe,
but here on the campus of the University of Dayton
student representative government is just beginning.
After a fight for a Student Council that began in the
editor’s freshman year, the University of Dayton finally
has an active functioning form of student representation in the affairs of the administration. Incidentally
the Exponent opposed the formation of a Student
Council three years ago on the ground that the Council
would be a mere tool of the administration. However,

like all progressive institutions, the Exponent changes
its policy when it sees that it has erred, for the new
Student Council is certainly no “stooge” of the
administration.
The Council has received full recognition by the
administration. Included in its powers is the nght to
grant permission for social functions sponsored by
university organizations. Without this authorization,
no organization can promote a social event. Of course,
the dean of the university still maintains an official
interest in the success of any student function. The
Council also administers a loan fund which can be
used to aid any class or affiliated organization through
a period of financial embarrassment. Another important function of the body is the supervision of all
elections affecting an entire class or the student body
as a whole.
In line with this last power the Student Council conducted the election of the Homecoming Queen. That
the Council members did an excellent job is evident
to all.
The Student Council is now conducting a drive for
the afhliation of all organizations on the campus with
the Council. Affliation with the Council will not take
any liberties from an organization, but will give the
organization much free service which it otherwise
would not receive. Any organization that does not
afhliate with the Student Council will be passing
up an excellent opportunity.

H.R.
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Merry Christmas

We...

he

CWLEVL

WOMEN’S EDITOR ... Betry Kay Bocartr

CHRISTMAS BELLS
“a
>
Bells and candles—red ribbons and holly—gaily decorated trees and carol singers—these are the signs of
Christmas. As soon as Thanksgiving festivities are over,
up go the Christmas decorations in stores and on the
streets. Lamp posts no longer stand gaunt in the winter
wind, but hide behind cardboard Santa Clauses. Salva-

tion Army lassies begin their tinkling plea for contributions to the poor. “Merry Christmas” signs go up
wherever it is possible to hang them. Everywhere our
eyes are surfeited with “What to buy the boy friend”
—"“Gifts a girl will like.” We are beseiged with a commercialized Christmas.
Have we lost sight of the meaning of Christmas? Better pens than mine have told what Christmas really
means. Let it suffice to say it is a season of love, of
worship, and of joy—the kind of joy that springs from
a heart full to the brim of goodness and love. Gifts are
a way of expressing this spirit; but simple gifts with an
honest greeting are more to be prized than expensive
presents coming from an empty heart.

Card shops do their best business during the holidays, and there we catch a glimpse of the joy of Christmas. A plainly dressed person is buying simple cards
for those she loves. Simple little greetings they are—
sincere in their simplicity.
For was not Christmas meant to be a simple occasion? Was it meant that people were to hurry and
worry over elaborate entertainment; or that they were
to enjoy the season in the effortless companionship
with loved ones? Were they, in the clamor of their
celebration, meant to drown out the bells of Christ-

mas, sending their thin chimes through the cold winter
air? (Only he who listens can hear the bells, and only
he who understands can know what they mean.) A
child can often hear them where an older ear is deaf.
A mother can sometimes hear them when her family
is too busy in the whirl of parties and dances that go
with the holiday season to listen. Sometimes a father
is the one who responds to their gentle yet persistent
call of “Peace on Earth.”
Now and then we see shining through the eyes of a
passer-by loaded with bundles that light we know
comes from hearing the chime of Christmas bells. We

You may say everyone who shops at Christmas time
has the Christmas spirit—but are you sure? How can a
busy person, stealing moments from his job, buying
hurriedly and unwisely, be blessed with the spirit of

listen, and hear nothing but the clamor of the city.
He hears the Christmas bells, even above the tumult,

the season? How can anyone, caught in the restless

fills his soul with joy. Perhaps it was on a Christmas

throng of holiday shoppers, stop long enough to hear

Eve years ago when the snow was drifting down he

the chime of the Christmas bells, the bells whose mes-

looked into the heavens and heard the bells and asked

sage is the angels’ song.

if he might not have one for his very own. A bell to
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because in his heart he has enshrined one and its music

chime all year—its tone to mellow and grow sweeter
with age.
And to each of us our Father offers a gift—a gift of
peace and calm. His offer goes unheeded in many
lands, unheard through the clash of arms—but knowing

what He has is what we want and need—He offers
always. His offer—a gift of love—a Christmas bell to
chime the whole year through.

I'd like a home-cooked turkey dinner complete with
chestnut stuffing and plum pudding. I’d also like nuts
and peppermint candy-canes and candied fruits and
cornucopias filled with candies. I’d like grandfather
there to say blessing—for what would Christmas be
without grandparents? I’d like a gay centerpiece of
poinsettias for the dinner table and soft candle light

flickering on smiling faces.
Then I’d like the day to come to a close. With chil-

People crave the simple life, and bemoan the complications of the world today. Their thoughts are
muddled, their minds confused and tired, and yet when
a season that should be devoted to rest, meditation, and

simple enjoyments comes, they plunge deeper into
their activities. They refuse to accept much, if it is not
backed by scientific fact, and their values have fallen
to the prosaic level of realism. But the meaning of
the Christmas season lies not in its immediate aspects
but in its deeper significance. Not gift giving itself, but
the giving of gifts to those we love, for the sake of
Him, our Christmas gift. We must understand Christmas if we are to be filled with its peace. God gave to
our world two thousand years ago a gift of love. And
to each of us...

—Sytvia Scorr.

25—be
MY CHRISTMAS

Christmas should be a joyous time—a time when we
can forget world problems and war and bombs and
just remember gaily decorated trees and happy voices
and church bells pealing somewhere in the distance.
But this year the holiday season wil! be marred by the
thoughts of evil voices snarling in this world, disrupting God’s request of “Peace on earth.” We would
all like to cast aside the horrid thoughts and make this
Christmas one we can always remernber.

I would like this Christmas to be a special one. I’d
like it to be a typical old-fashioned family celebration.
I'd like to wake on Christmas morning and from my
window gaze upon a sparkling white snow covering
sidewalks and roofs, and encrusting evergreens and
holly wreaths. I'd like to go walking in the early morning to church through the snow, and feel a certain
winter crispness touching my face. Then return to the
house full of people—relatives and friends and most of
all, noisy happy children.

dren hustled home and off to bed, there would be a

few older folks left to enjoy a few hours before an
open fireplace, the red flickers supplying light along
with the tree bulbs and candles. I’d like to settle down
for a quiet Christmas night and listen to the voices of
carol singers outside my window. Then there would
be cold turkey sandwiches and soothing beverages
while listening to a radio dramatization of “A Chnistmas Carol,” without which no Christmas would be

complete.
I'd like this Christmas to be just like that, not only
for me, but for everyone. A day to be spent with loved
ones and friends in peace, security, and merriment, far

from the horrors of inhumanity and uncivility. Christmas seems no better time to reassure ourselves of our

belief in peace and joy on earth.

—B. K. B.

a5—t
DEFENSE AGAIN!
In the last issue, these pages featured an article, “In
Defense of Men,” which was written by a brave unknown from the women’s lounge. The masterpiece
caused quite a discussion among the “victims” and
the coeds, and this current publication contains articles
written by both men and women students who are
carrying on a real feud. In the November 1939

Exponent, a certain Ernest Sharpe and the women’s
editor, Martha Rose Manny, also started a verbal battle

concerning the coeds, so it really isn’t anything new.

The identity of the writer will remain a secret—for
a while at least—although every girl at the university

has been accused of writing “that abominable piece of

sarcasm.” Just to clear up a few things, your women’s
page editor was not the author. The St. Joe hallers and

the Alumni hallers rose in fumes of fury upon

reading “In Defense of Men” saying that it was
directed at them and not at the off-campus male students. Well, I guess it all depends on your conscience!

I'd like to have a huge Christmas tree, decorated
with many colored baubles and lights, Sparton silver
angels, anda tinsel star at the top, placed before a
broad window so people on the outside can also enjoy
its beauty. I’d like to see packages wrapped in red and

have a flaw or two. But—we think we're kind of nice,

green and gold paper, tied with large bows, and I’d

too!

In closing, may I say that the boys, in general, are
swell people but they have their! faults, and the girls

like to hear the tinkle of tiny silver bells fastened to
each gift.

=k
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(Continued from page four)

“Is it just two?” Harry interposed.

“Yeah, just two—him and her. Came in an ol’ ’34
Chevvy. They pulled in at Reilly's when I was there

on my way to work tonight. Young fellow, about thirty
or so, I’d say. She was a lot younger, looked to me.
Not more than twenty. She stayed in the car pretty
well bundled up, so I couldn’t see very well. Said they
were coming down to work here . . . said he was a
carpenter from some little burg upstate someplace.
Wanted to know if Reilly could tell them where they
could find someplace for the night. Said they’d looked
all over town and couldn’t find anything. Needed
someplace bad . . . the lady was sick, he said. She
looked terriby tired, even what little I saw of her.
Reilly didn’t know anyplace, an’ neither did I. But they
needed some kind of place for the night. Reilly couldn’t
take them into his place, with all those workers boarding. Reilly said the only place he had empty was his
garage. The man said if Reilly could maybe loan him
a small stove or something, and some materials, he
could fix up the garage so it could be used. Reilly said
O. K., so last I saw of him he was fixing up cracks in
the garage. Seemed to think he could make it so’s it

could be slept in.” Bill paused, drew a deep breath.
“You know, Harry, when she thanked me an’ Reilly, I
sorta felt like . . . well, like I never felt before. I

wonder what someone like her is doing around here.
‘The man was grand, too, sorta quiet, didn’t say much
more than he had to. Looked like a real man. But she
was . . . she was too good for what she was gettin’.
Guess it just can’t be helped.”
Heinie and Pete came up to look at the light glim-

mering on the snow window. Heinie blewa thick puff
of smoke upwards and followed it with his eyes. ‘Then
he stiffened. “Himmel! Look at dot star!” It was a
tremendous gleam among the other flecks of stars. And
it was growing, advancing. It halted, and its rays almost
spotlighted the little garage by Reilly’s house. And
then glowing light tore away every thread of darkness.
There was a figure beyond anything the four had ever
imagined. Bill’s load of wood and Heinie’s pipe clattered to the snow.
The figure spoke with a voice like a symphony. “Do
not be afraid. I bring you news of great joy to all the
world. This night is born to you a Savior, who is
Christ, the Lord.” The one figure merged into multitude, a flaming glory over the sheds, the lumber piles
and the little garage.
What happened after that none of the four men
could recall exactly. Hazily they remembered the panting run down the road, the embarrassed halt at the
garage door, the timid knock, the soft “Come in,” the
beaming tired faces of the man and the woman and
the baby in the mother’s lap. Hew long they were
there they did not even care to remember. They said
things that meant nothing, and indistinctly heard the
voice of the young mother, but their whole being was
taken up with the wondrous infant. ‘They could neither
see nor think of anything else. Only the inexpressible
weariness in the bent form and shadowed eyes of the
mother reminded them that they must leave.
Clumsily, happily, they backed out into the night
and found their way somehow back to the factory.
Bill first broke the silence. “Pete,” he declared, “you

were right. God did not forget us.”

e5—t
(Continued from page five)

There are still other men, though, who do love peace

and who look for the coming of the Prince of Peace
into the world. We say that we are such men, that we
look for His coming at this Christmastide. Are we
teady to welcome Him into ourselves and to spread the
good news of His coming to all the world, to become
other apostles, to carry on the work of Peter and Paul
and John? If we would call ourselves Christians, we

must do all this.
And how are we to do it, how are we to perform
this work that calls for giants? How can we better do it
than in the way in which the Apostles did it? How can

torn world than through Mary, His Mother and our
own?

It was through Mary that Christ came to us on the
first Christmas, it was through Mary and under her
leadership that the Apostles first spread the good news
of that coming. And it is through Mary that Christ will
come to the world today, on this year’s Christmas day,
when our sick and warring world so much needs His
love and peace. But it is our task to make His coming
a success. He lives in us by sanctifying grace. We must
make Him live in the rest of men, we must make the
rest of men like to ourselves and to Him, the Son of

we better spread the good news of this coming of

God become Mary’s son for our salvation and our

Christ than in the way in which His first coming was
made known to all the world, than in the way in

peace. When we have done that, then we shall have
realized our hope, the hope that we now express in

which He Himself first came to us? How, in other
words, can we bring Christ and His peace to a war-

our cry, “Maranatha Jesu, Come, Lord Jesus, Prince of
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Peace!”

Christmas 1441
@ By Henry RecuHTIen
Suppose Christ would come to many of the
capitals of nations this Christmas, what reception, think you, would He find? This article attempts an answer to this question.

Great Britain and the United States do not deem
God competent enough a judge to punish Germany
and Russia in His due time. Winston Churchill and
Franklin Roosevelt have judged the two and have
found that Communism is not as evil a devil as

Nazism, and therefore they find it is their moral duty
to aid the one monster in overcoming the other.
C HRISTMAS, 1941! What a dismal, pitiful sight

the world at this time must present to an allloving God who observes with the mistakes and sins
of mortal man. The one and supreme God who trusted
man enough to give him free will to do as he chooses,
only to have Adam offend Him in the Garden of Eden.
The merciful God who later sent His only begotten
Son to become man so that he might redeem man
from the punishment imposed for Adam’s sin.
Thus Jesus Christ was born in a lowly stable in
Bethlehem nineteen hundred forty-one years ago. ‘The
Son of God began His life as He lived it, humbly.
During his thirty-three year stay on the earth, He gave
to the world more knowledge of good than six thousand years of civilization could provide. He left with
the world the most beautiful and exemplary life ever
lived. He taught the greatest and most important lessons ever comprehended by man. Most important of
all, He laid down His life so that we might live and
have abundant graces to follow His perfect example.
With our inheritance from Him, man had everything
to make the world a veritable Utopia where it would
be a pleasure to labor for an assured everlasting reward.
Nineteen hundred and forty-one years later, man
through his own folly lives in a world no better than
that dominated by the Roman Empire at the time of
Augustus Caesar. The great lessons taught by the Son
of Man have been ignored by the rulers of the world.
People have forgotten the brotherhood of man and
have substituted hate and greed for love and charity.
Many have even attempted to banish God from their
midst while others have neglected to follow His teachings in their relations with each other.
Russia and Germany are notable examples of governments that have sought to eliminate God altogether.
Russia for many years has been atheistic. According
to recent dispatches, Germany seeks to substitute a
pagan cult which approves of Nazi immorality for the
beautiful principles taught by Christ. It would be a

blessing of God if this conflict ended in the destruction
of Communism and Nazism.

Italy and Japan, however, have decided that Nazism
isn’t so bad after all—especially since the Nazi religion
of conquest allows them to increase their colonies by
use of aggression without qualms cf conscience. The
new religion is much more convenient than Christianity.
It would be interesting to observe the treatment
Jesus Christ would receive in the great capitals of the
world if he returned to earth this Christmas. Most
likely He would be persecuted worse than the manner
in which the Jews of old crucified Him.

In Moscow He would probably be acclaimed with
much publicity and fanfare for the benefit of the
world. Pictures of Him and Joe Stalin shaking hands
would be published, and many words would be written
about the millions that the Soviet was spending for
the revitalization of religion. Once an abundance of
aid from the outside world came in as a result of the
publicity, Christ would probably be removed to a
concentration camp where He would be slowly murdered by overwork and persecution.
Hitler would merely replace Herod in a new setting
if Jesus Christ should come to Berlin. There His arrival
would be kept secret because Hitler would fear that if
His presence were announced the German people
might forget their pretense at believing that Adolf is
a god. Thus like Herod of old, Hitler fears the young
Babe of Bethlehem.
In London Jesus Christ would most probably be
told in a very diplomatic manner that He wasn’t
wanted. Downing Street would fear that Christ might
preach penance and restitution for all the past sins of
the British Empire. The idea that Christian ideals be
followed in her relations with her colonies might
decrease the efficiency of her colonial empire. If only
truth be allowed in her propaganda releases, the United

States might not give her so much Lend-Lease aid,
and her objective of dragging America into the war
would never be realized. ‘Thus Mary and Joseph would
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probably have to seek the shelter of a bomb cellar if
they should be caught in London for Christmas night.
In Washington Jesus Christ might do better, but it
appears certain that there would be no room for Him
in the White House. This dwelling is so filled with
Communistic representatives of the Russian government that there is no room for God. It might be
added that Mr. Roosevelt prefers to remain blind as it
is evident that he spurns all eye-openers. Perhaps he
would fear the possibility of the Lord repeating His

miracle of restoring sight.
The Babe of Bethlehem would find a cold reception
in both Rome and Tokio as both fear any possibility

of a reminder of the hell-fire prepared for robbers and
thieves who plunder other nations such as Ethiopia
and China.

‘Thus we can hardly cast aspersiors on the people of
Bethlehem for not giving hospitality to Mary and
Joseph when our own government has forgotten Jesus
Christ and His lessons.
Christmas 1941 calls upon the people of the world
to rally around the Babe of Bethlehem and to heed
the great lessons contained in the cradle of straw. Only
through the faith, prayer and action of the people can
the world regain sanity and restore itself to God!
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CHRISTMAS AT THE MURPHY’S
The Murphys live down at Fourth and Linnet;

Their ice box isn’t empty, yet there is never much in it.
When Christmas comes on ’em the Murphys all love
that—
Not for eats and fine presents—there isn’t much of that.
And still they certainly always enjoy it;
When something costs nothing they're sure to
employ it.
They have peace and cheer and the best things in life.

Their etiquette is—well, some eat with their knife.
But the things that count—say they’ve got them.
They have faith in the Lord, born poor just for them,
‘They have Mary for mother, as she was for Him.
They know suffering, hunger, cold and wet snow
But it is nothing to what He bore for them, you know:
Born in a stable of Mary His mother,
“Blessed are the poor,” for they are born of no other,
They have Christ for their Modei, their Savior, their

King
And “Peace and good will” on His birthday they'll sing.
‘The Murphys live down at Fourth and Linnet;
Their home isn’t much, but there is happiness in it.

“Thank God,” say the Murphys, “for peace and not
strife,

‘Thank God—oh, thank God—for the real things of
life;
—Joun KELLEY.
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Christmas In Honolulu
®@ By Tony Wonc
Tony, junior civil engineer at U. D., describes the typical family celebration of
Christmas in Honolulu, his native land.

( jnnisrvass talk is in the air, and happiness
reigns supreme in this little island city way out
in the middle of the Pacific Ocean, whose calmness

surrounds the area.
As in modern American cities of today, the Christmas spirit pervades the atmosphere through the media
of newspapers, radios, stores, and especially “good
will” policies.
“Mele Kalikamaka,” or “Merry Christmas” in
Hawaii is tinted by rainbows of bright colors set in relief against the soft soothing green of Nature. This is
the setting that enhances the cosmopolitan in the
island—a treat, very compelling, and _ exceedingly
exciting.

cately sweet-smelling jasmines, and a variety of decorative orchids. These were given to mother and sister
who know just how and where to set them to produce
a fragrant and picturesque effect.
Christmas Eve arrived. The temperature was about
seventy degrees. Soft evening breezes played about the
valleys.
Joe attired himself in a silk sport shirt, a light pair of
trousers, and of course, his uncomfortable street shoes.
As he is a Catholic, Joe abstained from meat which is

contained in all the delicacies his nostrils enjoyed as
he strolled through suburban areas. These areas immediately outside the city proper have numerous open
barbecue stands, which permit the cool night breezes
to carry the pungent aroma of seasoned meat and meat
sauce. Joe had to pass many of these filled with cosmopolitan diners and of course, many tourists who too
often lament that the mainland barbecue purveyors
can never compare with these Hawaiian connoisseurs.

To illustrate, I shall relate the personal experiences
of an Hawaiian Catholic friend—Joe, who is a member

of the predominant middle class.
In that very first Chnstmas to which his memory
has attached joy and great elation, Joe received candies,
drums, agates, marbles, and a tricycle—equipped with

solid rubber wheels, a bell, and a bright coat of paint.
A lot of delicious foodstuffs and pleasant aromas he
has enjoyed and has connected with that first
Christmas.
Eighteen years have passed since, and Joe always
had found something new in tastes and interests to
link with Christmas. He is very thankful for the gifts
nature has given him access to.

In the preparation of the home for last Christmas,
Joe was a very busy cog. He bargained with the salesman and received a real genuine evergreen Christmas
tree, shipped from the coast, for only six dollars. He

used up a Saturday in hiking up one of the many
thickly vegetated valleys to pick Ti-leaves and berries
for his sisters to shape into beautiful fresh Christmas
wreaths.

Having overcome this temptation, Joe entered the
city—a mass of bright lights and congested areas, a
veritable Times Square. He looked at beaming faces of
all dimensions and shades of tan. At the Capitol
grounds, Joe enjoyed the annual civic Christmas play.
This ended, he steered himself toward the tall stately
building in the heart of town, “Our Lady of Peace,”

where midnight Mass was about to be said.
He entered the Cathedral, squeezed up the packed
stairs, and managed to maneuver next to the choir. He
looked at the members. They were mixtures of all
races. The heavily set second bass was of Chinese and
Hawaiian ancestry. The tall tenor came from a White
and Hawaiian blood line. The beautiful young lady
was of Chinese, White, and Hawaiian ancestry. The
husky first bass was of Japanese and Hawaiian descent.
Near the organ stood a true tenor of Philippine and
Korean derivation. There at the extreme right was the
bass soloist, a Portuguese. At his left was the exotic
alto of Japanese and Russian ancestry. Interspersed
were others with traces of Australian, Samoan, and

English descent.

Every day he went out with his brothers onto the

The Mass began. The bishop was surrounded by

beautiful large front lawn to select choice snowy

priests and deacons. The servers were kneeling rever-

gardenias, fragrant narcissus, red and white roses, deli-

ently, the organ set off the choir. All throughout fine
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cosmopolitan talents gave their services at the sanctuary
and at the choir loft. After the “Domine non sum
dignus,” the faithful formed a seemingly endless procession to the communion rail—Joe was one of them.
After two hours of ceremonies, the church gradually
cleared. Joe walked home. The streets were quiet and
calm. On reaching home he was greeted by his mother,
dad, brothers, and sisters, who were non-Catholics.

Early morning snack was served. His mother had
prepared a chicken dish. This was made of roasted
chicken, freed of bones and sliced in ribbons, diced

juicy mushrooms, delicate bamboo shoots freshly pre-

pared, crispily done garden sweet peas, velvety smooth
noodles beautifully roasted to a light brown, ribbons
of ham, diced chestnuts, and pungent spices. This
mixture was soaked well with chicken oil gravy. Joe
ate until his appetite closed shop. He then drank some
of dad’s favorite home-aged, smooth, creamy whiskey.
This repast ended with the family gathering before the
beautifully decorated evergreen tree—talking little,
spending an hour or two in quiet solitude with all faces
registering secure happiness and contentment. Joe was

the last one to retire, his mind filled with plans for
the other less quiet celebration seven days ahead.

25—be
CHRISTUS NATUS HODIE
Deep in the midst of a glorious night,

Rich heavens split in a burst of light,
As God descends in all His might—
A Child, Emmanuel.

While shepherds there standing and trembling with
fear,

Harmonious hosannas from heaven they hear
While heavenly hosts in reverence draw near—
A Child, Emmanuel.

Brilliantly shining a new star beams
Constantly guiding, this specter seems
Eager to bring them the One of their dreams
A Child, Emmanuel.
Close in a stable near Bethlehem’s door,

Crowd shepherds and oxen their God to adore,
While Mary His mother holds Infant and more—
That Child, Emmanuel.
—WILLIAM WILDER.
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CHRISTMAS NIGHT
The
The
The
The

stars twinkle softly,
angels hum their song;
shepherds kneel around Him,
little King sleeps on.
—CHARLOTTE WENTZz.
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The Unwritten Incident
@ By Joun Wuarton
The writer uses poetic license in dealing

with the story of the Magi. Very clever and

of Peace, to whom they journeyed, bearing gifts.

don’t you miss it.

It was late when they reached Bethlehem, the suburb

Every man of the caravan snatched his weapons as
the black hills erupted hooded, screaming Bedouins. A
short, bloody saber-fight ensued in the twilight. The
caravan men fought valiantly, charging forward with
such a vigor as to send the desert-raiders fleeing back
to the hills, leaving two of their number in the hands
of the camel drivers. The captors of these Arabs were
about to slay them out of hand when they were
brought to a halt by the sharp words of one of their

leaders.

:

“Hold! Shed no blood wantonly on this night. Bind
them and let us resume our journey; it grows late.”
The two others, a Moor and a Cyprean, by dress
and form, nodded their heads.
“Indeed,” said the Greek, a man in richly embroid-

ered robes, “the radiance grows. Even now the sky is
brighter than ever before.”

“Aye,” said the Moor, “I think the town must be
near. How do they name that village?” He turned to
the captives who had been tied on a camel.

of Jerusalem, and the elder bandit laughed a bit as
the caravan rode into an humble inn. He laughed
more as the three chiefs, Mede, Cyprian and Moor
turned in the courtyard and made to enter the stable.
“Ho, a great estate your prince has!’ then, “Is it
permitted that we see him? Perhaps I would leave a
gift also; though, mind you, I do not believe all of your
tale, Mede!”’

“He wants no stolen gold, thief!” returned the
Persian. “Mind your manners, these are none of your
desert barbarians, but a family of the House of David!”
Still bound, the Arabs followed the three astrolo-

gers into the little chamber, standing respectfully at
the entrance. At the far end of the room sat a smiling
woman holding a child, and nearby stood a bearded
man. ‘The trimming on their clothing was blue. The
Babe was wrapped in swaddling clothes. So much
could be seen from the entrance of the room.
‘The bound tribesmen remained proudly standing as
the Magi, bowing, presented their gifts, but the smile
of the Babe brought an answering smile to their faces.
As the Wise Men, leaving, neared the door, the
eldest Bedouin indicated with a nod that he would

“Bethlehem,” sullenly answered the elder of the
bandits. “What do you intend doing with us? I would

like to speak.

rather be killed here than be crucified by the Roumi.”

“Round my neck,” he said, “is my present, an
amulet. No, not stolen!” His eyes flashed at the Persian.
“It is mine to give.”

“Nay, then,” said the man who first spoke, a bearded

Persian astronomer of the school of Zoroaster by his
dress, “The Romans do not crucify you tonight—your
time is not yet come.”
The caravan got under way as he spoke, but the
Persian guided his beast alongside that of the Bedouins,
telling them of the coming of the Messiah, the Prince

“King Herod is a cruel man,” he spoke, it seemed,

to the little group gathered around the manger, “and
very jealous of small princes. However, his domain is
not large, and with that amulet one may travel in safety
through any of the lands of the Bedui—even to

Egypt!”
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stars,
Deep midnight calm,
Strong shepherds, sheep and song;
Proud Herod had them all, but yet—
Not Christ.
—WILLIAM WILDER.
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NATIONAL ART MONTH
Amid the trouble and strife of a war-ridden world a

refreshing and pleasing note is struck by public spirited
citizens who are sponsoring an idea that turns attention from events across the sea to some of the more

beautiful things that have been produced in the United
States. National Art Month, being celebrated this
month, December, is an effort to bring the work of
American artists and craftsmen into the American
home, the business office, the church, the social group,
and recreational centers.

Dayton Art Month, the local program under the
chairmanship of M. A. Spayd, of the Standard Register
Co., is acquainting Daytonians with the works of
Dayton artists who have gained sectional, national, or
international recognition. Two exhibitions, open to the
pubic at no charge, are being held as a feature of
Dayton Art Month. A Jury Show, consisting of works
of Daytonians accepted by a national famous jury is
at the Dayton Art Institute. A Special Recognition
exhibit of Daytonians’ works that have gained signifcant recognition is on display in the lobby of the Gas
and Electric building, in downtown Dayton. The works
include oil and water paintings, photographs, sculptures, and other forms of art.
—JACK JONES.
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CHRISTMAS SHOPPING
We're off again! At least once every year one can
witness even the most timid, “Milquetoast” type of
person turning into a reasonable facsimile of King
Kong. Everyone from Yehudi to Minnie Mouse puts
spurs on his elbows and then goes downtown to see
just how much damage he can do.
When I saw that Main street was already dressed

to observe because I always buy my presents in July.
As I clanked along, getting dented by my fellow
men, I happened to stumble upon an idea that Christmas shopping might not be so dangerous if it didn’t
follow so closely on the heels of football season. In
December too many people have first-hand information about efficient blocking.
I was awakened from my athletic revelry by some
mournful sobs which I soon associated with the tears
rolling down the cheeks of a man who remarkably
resembled “Man Mountain” Dean. I asked him what
was ailing him and he said he had entered the ten-cent
store three times only to be shoved, not ushered, out

the nearest exit. It seems that Junior would be so disappointed if he didn’t get any tree decorations. I assured the fellow that he might as well forget it and
save his money, because, if he were to succeed in buy-

ing the decorations, they would be broken before he
got them home. I left tout-de-suite because he looked
like he was rapidly developing into a dementia praecox,
or something even more drastic.
When I came to a department store a shoplifter
came running out, closely followed by a clerk. When
the clerk caught up with the thief he took her hand
and said, “Thank you so much. That’s just one less
thing that I'll have to sell.”
The people I really pity are the sales ladies at the
bargain(?) counters. At this time of year there are
so many girls at each counter that one or two can
faint and fall in the debris and seldom will they be
missed until closing time. In one rare case such a person was not discovered until the slack season in
January.
The street car ride on my way home was a complete
blackout so far as I was concerned. Someone had
graciously perched a package on my nose for lack of a
bigger and flatter surface. When the gentle little lady
next to me said, “Whoops, there goes another one,” I

up in red and green, I ran home and cowered in the

naturally thought she had dropped a package or broken

corner. But my curiosity soon got the best of me,-so I

a fingernail, but upon investigation [ discovered that it

put on a suit of armor and went back to town—merely

was a finger.
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How can we eliminate such Christmas shopping accidents? Well, I for one am trying to help the situation
by inventing human bumpers for buying bums. The
government would also furnish a solution if it were
to postpone Christmas to allow more time for
shopping.
What am I saying?
—Dortire Dustman.
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APOLOGIA PRO AMICIS MEIS
As a campus student, I wish to take issue with the
anonymous young lady who so blithely and backhandedly defended us in the last issue of the Exponent.
What started out to be subtle criticism of “U. D. men
in general” soon turned into a blast directed exclusively at those fellows who live here at the University.
‘T'wo specific sentences in the young lady’s discourse
leaves us no alternative than to believe this is so. The
sentences to which I refer are: “Someone else contributed, ‘My advice is to let him rave on, say an
occasional ‘yes’ or ‘how interesting’ and let your
thoughts wander to the lucky girls who came with town
fellows or who stayed home in the first place.” In all
fairness, we might consider the reference to “town fellows” to refer to a distinction between all men who
go to U. D. and those who don’t, but the second
sentence under discussion leaves no doubt as to what
certain group is intended. It reads, “Anyway, there is
one consolation: U. of D. men always have to be in
early. Anyone can stand a few hours of torture.” The
campus men are on the griddle for fair after that.
Seems to me, and to a great many of the fellows I
know and have talked to here in Alumni Hall, that we

campus rats are the victims of every blast that’s loosed
at college men. We are being continually rocked and
socked from all angles by our own coed acquaintances,
as well as other girls, chiefly because we do live on the
campus. It would seem to this obseiver and his friends,
that residence in Alumni or St. Joe, those “sancta
sanctorum” of masculinity, leaves us open to speculation, on the part of said acquaintances, regarding what
sort of drips or droops or devils or dervishes we really
are, here and at home. It’s a rather distressing situation,
because for the most part, (and here I may be considered prejudiced), we’re a normal bunch of fellows.
True there are all kinds amongst us, but there are all
kinds elsewhere, and regardless of whether or not a

Without further commenting upon the injustice of
it all, I should like to discuss some of the more dis-

tressing faults with which we so totally annoy the

women.
Supposedly, we confine our conversation to scholastic
subjects. After having had many conversations with
fellow boarders, and after having taken part in many
“bull sessions,” I know that rarely does the fellows’
trend of thought turn to “military, history and economics.” I know for a fact that the campus students
should be, and are capable of carrying on an interesting conversation on many topics, chiefly because they
have lived away from home, on their own, and have
absorbed a lot of information about people and things
that isn’t available to one who surveys the passing
world from only one vantage point. But if the utter
boredom coexistent with our conversation becomes too
terrible, you girls can always desert even that feigned
interest in “military, history and economics” and start
a dazzling, brilliant session of repartee among yourselves, presuming of course, that such a session could
possibly evolve from a discussion of “ ‘her date’. . .
‘did Whomso bring her?’ . . . and, ‘of course, I just
heard this, but .. .’”” But it may be that this technique
would not be “novel”? enough to make the boring
boarders realize their utter failure as conversationalists.
And then, our dancing ability! Heaven forbid that
our “clodhoppers start at the shins and work down!”
Surely they haven’t been made large because we live a
good distance from home. . . really girls, very few of
us, if indeed any, ever walk to and fro when we visit

there during vacations. Perhaps our style of dancing
differs slightly because of residence in another part of
the country, but I doubt that it’s so provincial as to
be totally incompatible with that of our charming
co-ed companions.
Then those few things enumerated that “specially
irked” the women. We sit still when a girl is standing;
we jump off the street car ahead of her . . . we jump

off the street car after her; we don’t hold doors open
ahead of them . . . we do, and then slam them shut as

they walk through . . . In the name of all that’s
chivalrous what are we poor baffled males to do. We
observe here at school that the women are quite
capable and quite willing to fend for themselves and
as soon as we become convinced they don’t think these

gentlemanly attentions are necessary, a loud squawk
arises because they are not forthcoming. Truly, life is
a baffling problem.

fellow comes from St. Louis or Podunk, New York or

Three Forks, he’s no more likely to be a “droop” than

What I’ve been trying to prove, if rather ineffec-

someone from the charming city of Dayton and its

tively, is that the campus students are quite a normal

surrounding environs.

amusing bunch who seem to get along rather nicely
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with everyone in spite of their imagined terrible faults.
So, perhaps the next time an energetic co-ed undertakes to defend the men, she will be kind enough to

keep the discussion general, even if she has to talk
about any number of Afghanistani whose company
she doesn’t care for. It would be roundly appreciated
by the fellows as well as the Chamber of Commerce of
any number of cities all over the country who would
hate to have it get around that such terrible droops
are representing said cities at the University of Dayton.
—Brmt Firzcrson.
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AT THE CAMP

Naturally some of the girls were very much afraid
of some insects, frogs, and snakes, but they lost at

least part of their fear after finding these creatures to
be harmless.
Several days were devoted to short field trips. Many
girls wanted to take living specimens along home, but
I was afraid their mothers would not appreciate this
very much. It was hard to go into a very thorough
study of the plants and animals around us, but if the
girls lost any of their fear toward harmless animals, I
can consider my time very well spent. This experience
showed that lack of understanding causes either much

fear of, or lack of appreciation for, God’s wonderful
creations.
—IRENE NEHER.

Last summer I was asked to take charge of a nature
study class in the younger girls’ division of our church
camp. I had enjoyed a precious week of each summer
as a camper ever since I was twelve years old, but this
was my first experience as a leader. It was also the
first time my favorite hobby was put into practical use.
The camp is located among very beautiful surroundings, conducive to nature study. This year’s attendance
being over seventy, I had charge of nearly forty active
girls for each of the two classes. The ages ranged from

nine to eleven years; so I had my hands full.
While on a fishing trip to Wisconsin several weeks
previously, I had collected some specimens of various
kinds and had tried to organize an outline to follow in
teaching the class.
At the first camp class period, I began to follow my
outlines in a lecture method, but I found that the

youngsters could not sit still more than a few minutes
at a time. Instead I decided to show them my specimens—which amounted to the proportions of a small
museum and zoological garden group. Each girl seemed
to have a story to tell about her experience with living
things and wished to ask many questions. The cottage
became very noisy with the confusion of talking. The
camp supervisor had told me the classes were to be
very informal, and I soon found it was impossible to
make it otherwise.

25—be
AT THE TOP OF THE HILL

We reached the top of the hill—Jill and I. Below
us lay the green valley of the Shenandoah. Above the
southern sky was dusty blue and before it was a fiery
red. As we gazed about, the countryside began its
autumn dance. Jack Frost in a snowwhite suit reigned
over this ball supreme. His attendants were the south
wind and the soft rain. As we stood there, hands in-

tertwined, we heard a rumbling sound as of a drum
heralding a great personage. In the center of a dancing
circle was a beautiful maiden. It was Fall in a gown
of many tints and silver slippers were upon her feet.
Her hair was long and golden and held in place by a
garland of leaves. We watched entranced as, up and
down, over mountain and range she danced, her slippers making a silvery note. As she danced trees big
and small changed their frocks of green for frocks of
gold, red, russet and other hues which they found in
Jack Frost’s palette. As we watched she folded away
into the now still night. The valley darkened and this
world of fancy disappeared before our awed eyes. We
went back down the hill into the valley of earthly
things. No sign did we see of our departed friends
but the dawn showed a world which was changed, one

which was no longer green but golden and brown, a
mellow world waiting for the winter snows.
—Maryjorige AHLOUIST.

ate
SHOP EARLY!
‘Today

I meant to buy
Your Christmas gift. I shopped
The town without success. You like

My hat?
—KATHLEEN WHETRO.
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With MAUREEN O’HARA

it’s Chesterfield for Christmas
She is appearing in the
20th Century-Fox Production
“HOW GREEN WAS MY VALLEY”
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FOR CHRISTMAS

Here are your Milder Better-Tasting
Chesterfields again ...in the most attractive, up-to-theminute Christmas gift package of the year.

Buy them for the folks at home ...send them to your friends
and don’t forget to mail them to the boys in the Service.
:
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YOU CAN’T BUY A BETTER CIGARETTETheySaliify
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